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Overpayments occur for a variety of rea-

sons, including duplicate payments, pricing er-
rors, missed discounts, and fraud. They are
payments that should not have been made or
that were made for incorrect amounts. They
are a serious problem. They waste tax dollars
and detract from the efficiency and effective-
ness of Federal operations by diverting re-
sources from their intended uses.

Since most agencies do not identify, esti-
mate and report their improper payments, the
full extent of the Federal government’s over-
payment problem is unknown. However the
General Accounting Office has reported that
each year the Department of Defense alone
overpays its contractors by hundreds of mil-
lions of dollars.

My bill would require Federal agencies pro-
curing more than $500,000,000 in goods and
services each year to carry out recovery audit-
ing programs. Agencies could either conduct
recovery audits in-house, or they could use
private contractors, whichever is most efficient.
Part of the money recovered would be used to
pay for the recovery audits and to credit ap-
propriations accounts from which the erro-
neous payments were made. Amounts recov-
ered would also be used by agencies to im-
prove management practices and would be re-
funded to the General Treasury.

In the last Congress, the Congressional
Budget Office estimated that the ‘‘Erroneous
Payments Recovery Act’’ would save tax-
payers $100 million per year by giving agen-
cies the tools and the incentive to implement
recovery auditing programs to detect mistaken
payments. The bill passed the House in March
of 2000, but it stalled in the Senate and didn’t
make it to the President’s desk for his signa-
ture before Congress adjourned.

Recovery auditing is an established private
sector business practice with demonstrated fi-
nancial returns. It has also been successfully
used in a few Federal programs. Also, Presi-
dent Bush has identified reducing payment er-
rors as one of a series of management re-
forms to be pursued by the Office of Manage-
ment and Budget.

The ‘‘Erroneous Payments Recovery Act of
2001’’ would expand the Federal government’s
use of recovery auditing to ensure that the
hundreds of millions of dollars overpaid each
year, that would otherwise remain undetected,
are identified and recovered.

I urge my colleagues to cosponsor this leg-
islation.
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Mr. LAFALCE. Mr. Speaker, I would like to
share with you and my colleagues a very spe-
cial remembrance of a dear personal friend of
mine, Robert B. Priddle, who passed away on
April 13, 2001. I had known Bob Priddle for
nearly 30 years; his wife, Elvi Hirvela Priddle,
was my district secretary in Buffalo for nearly

20 years. It is my hope that anyone in this
Chamber who has been blessed with the gift
of a loyal and devoted friend will appreciate
the sentiments expressed in the following eu-
logy given at the memorial service for Bob by
my long-time district aide and close friend of
Bob and Elvi Priddle, Becky Muscoreil.

IN MEMORY OF BOB

We are gathered here this morning not to
mourn, but to celebrate the life of our friend,
husband, father, grandfather, brother, uncle,
cousin, nephew, Robert Bruce Priddle. We
are here to share wonderful memories with
each other that will help sustain us in the
days ahead and to hold onto him, each in our
own way. I know I cant hold a candle to
Bob’s oratorical ability to tell great stories,
the way he could keep you spellbound and
believing every word until, with a perfectly
straight face, he would lay it on you and you
would realize you’d been totally taken in,
bamboozled. But I will try my best to draw
a picture of this fine man who we all loved so
much because he gave so much of himself to
us. Thank you, Elvi, for giving me this honor
today.

Bob was born on September, 23, 1931 on
Crowley Avenue at his parents’, Robert (a
salesman) and Genevieve’s home. They
moved to Grant Street in Lockport, where
Bob’s Dad passed away in 1935, shortly after
Donnalee was born. Then his mother moved
Bob and Donnalee to North Buffalo and
about 5 years later married Orvard Seeburg
when Bob was 9. Bob attended Kensington
High School (this is where he met the love of
his life, Elvi Hirvela in geometry class) but
dropped out to join the Navy in his senior
year. He served as an electrician on the com-
munications ship, USS Mount Olympus and
traveled to the Mediterranean region and
Cuba at the

After the Navy, Bob returned home and
courted Elvi and they were married at Elvi’s
mother’s home on April 17, 1954, Bob was 22
and Elvi claims she was 12 or so. Karen was
born in 1955 and Sue and Sandy in 1958. Bob
went back to night school to complete his
high school education and began working at
Schuele & Co. in their warehouse, but his
talents were soon recognized and he was pro-
moted to sales where he remained for about
7 years until he moved on to work for Cook
& Dunn and after that as an assistant sales
manager at MacDougal & Butler. Later, he
joined up with his uncle and became man-
ager of McCorney’s Decorating Center in
Lockport. Prior to his retirement in 1991, he
worked for Ellicott Paint and Wallpaper.

I think we will always remember Bob’s
captivating charm and when you added that
to his uncanny sales ability, he would have
made a great politician. But instead, he be-
came involved in politics when he met his
match, John LaFalce, through the Jaycees.
Bob was a Democrat of the Roosevelt/Tru-
man/Kennedy legacy and he devoted himself
to John’s campaigns, giving all the time he
could to ensuring John’s first election to
state office and on through the early Con-
gressional campaigns. He drove John to the
ends of the district and eventually learned
the locations of every bowling alley, bingo
hall and fire hall in four counties. He and
Jim Pries would be up and out by 5 a.m. or
earlier every election day putting up poll
signs, checking on voter turnout and crunch-
ing numbers after the polls closed. During
those early campaigns, Bob was known as

the ‘‘General’’ and Jim as the ‘‘Colonel’’—
one of the first things the young, green cam-
paign workers learned was that you didn’t
mess with those two. They were the ‘body
guards’ and Big Guy’s confidantes. They
were to be feared in a respectful way.

Jim remembers the first time he met Bob
over the fence that separates their back
yards. And within minutes, Bob had him
joining the Jaycees and working with him on
the campaigns. He was convincing and com-
pelling and it was always difficult to say
‘‘no’’ to him. Jim said that ‘‘life was never
the same after meeting Bob’’—on that, we
can all agree.

As you know, Bob was very active locally
and nationally in the Jaycees and the Jaycee
Senate—there were years when we always
had to refer to him as ‘‘Senator.’’ He joined

Jim Pries recalled an interesting trip
to a Jaycees convention in Atlanta in
1971 to which he and Bob and John La-
Falce traveled together. Bob decided to
take his camper-trailer to save on their
hotel costs, but unfortunately, when
they arrived at their destination, the
camper blew over and they couldn’t get
it upright. John said not to worry, he
had a friend in the area who was a
priest and he would call him to see if
he could help find them a place to stay.
Lo and behold, the priest welcomed
them to stay at a local convent over-
night and you can only imagine how
much fun Bob had with that story. He
told them he couldn’t wait to get home
and tell his strict, Baptist mother
where he had spent the night.

Every person in this room today, in
remembering their relationship with
Bob, has a story to tell that will make
us laugh and shake our heads know-
ingly, saying, ‘‘yep, that was the Bob
we knew’’ with that devilish grin and a
sparkle in his eyes that couldn’t help
but draw us to him. Over the past few
days, I’ve collected a few of these sto-
ries that epitomize the character and
personality of this wonderful man we
will never forget.

Karen remembers when she was
about 14 or 15 and babysat for one of
Bob’s Jaycee friends, David Shenk, on
Parkhurst Blvd. She came home about
3 a.m. and went to her room to get
ready for bed and as was her habit,
shut and locked her door. When she
tried to open it to go to the bathroom,
the door handle just kept turning
around and around and she couldn’t get
out. She started banging on the door
and yelling ‘‘Mom, Dad, help, I can’t
get out’’ and after a few minutes both
Elvi and Bob came to her door and
tried and tried to open it from the out-
side without success. Finally, Bob de-
cided the only thing he could do was to
go and get the ladder and either get
Karen out through the window or at
least get in and try to get the door
open from the inside. So here it was,
about 4:30 in the morning, Karen opens
her window and Bob is climbing up the


